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and England; Marsh in those days of trial loved
nothing but his country, and with an intensity that
was ill-requited as it was immeasurable. He took a
great interest in our little E/ussie, whom he pro-
nounced the most remarkable child for beauty and
intelligence he had ever seen, and his interest fol-
lowed us in the tragedy of our Cretan life.

We sailed by the Austrian Lloyds' steamer to
Corfu, with a bill of health in perfect order, but on
arrival at Corfu were ordered into quarantine, be-
cause six months before cholera had made a brief
appearance at Ancona. Our consul, Mr. Woodley,
came off to the steamer to see me, for the American
flag was flying from the masthead, as is customary
in the Levant when a consul is on board, and he
proposed to hire a little yacht for us to make the
quarantine in, as otherwise we should have to go to a
desert island at the head of the bay, where the only
shelter was an ancient and dilapidated lazaretto over-
run by rats, and where we should have to pass two
weeks dependent on the enterprise of the Corfiotes
for our subsistence. The yacht was accepted, and
came to an anchor off the marina, two or three hun-
dred yards from the quay, and we transshipped at
once, as the steamer continued her voyage. The
putting us in quarantine was a monstrous injustice.
We came from a clean port, on a steamer which had
not for several months touched at a foul port; but
the panic was such amongst the people that there
was no reasoning with them. We had not lain a
day at the anchorage when the fright of the Corfi-